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MONODY 


ON THE DECEASE OF THE 


4 


DUKE or CUMBERLAND. 


K ORGIVE the anxious Muſe, who pries 
| Into thy hallow'd Miſeries, 
Obtruding vain Relief ; 


Whoſe Zeal, in marine Strains, 


Impertinently fond, profanes 
The Sabbath of thy Grief | 
B 


„ 


Oh! what a comprehenſive Stroke |— 


BRITANIA to her Centre ſhook, 
And groan'd beneath the Blow; 


Then do not thou my Boldneſs blame, 


A Briton born, een I may claim 


A Portion of the Woe. 


Hark! how the Lamentations ſpread, 
Of Love and pious Sorrow bred, 
How wide they fill the Shore! 
Our Country's Champion, Stay, and Pride, 
Our Freedom's Bulwark, Welfare's Guide, 
Ah! is he then no more? 


Yet far above the gen'ral Woe, 

Thy ſacred Tears have Cauſe to flow, 
Thy Wailings to extend; 

While o'er the ſolemn Bier intent, 

Does not thy grateful Heart lament. 
A Father, and a Friend ? 


Nay, 


ES 
Nay, turn not thus thy Head aſide, 
Nor, with falſe Shame, attempt to hide 
The Glory of thy Soul ; 
Check not the ſwelling Drops that lie, 
Gracefully large, in either Eye, 
But let the Torrent roll, 


Nor yet diſdain the kindly Dew, 

Diſtilling from a Heart fo true, 
Should bathe my meaner Breaſt ; 

So may I, un- abaſh'd, preſume 

To join the Train around his Tomb, 
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No cold, unworthy Gueſt. 


Come, let us now, with duteous Truth, 
And reverend Love, from Bloom of Youth 
——Sths ev'ry Action ſcan ; 
Still, Kill ſhone forth, by Glory fir'd, 
Or by a Love of Worth inſpir'd, 

The Soldier, or the Man. 


Let 


$0 


Let Direinans's Blood-drenched Sands 


Atteſt the Wonders of his Hands, 
His early Proweſs ſhew, 


Where madd'ning Slaughter rag'd around, 


Where Horror dwelt in ev'ry Sound, 
And Death in every Blow | 


Or how, to guard the Britiſh Cauſe, 
Our native Freedom, Rites, and Laws, 
From black Rebellion's Sword, 
His Country's Bulwark, firm he ſtood, 
Riſquing for her his ſacred Blood, 


CulloDtEen's Moor record. 


While Battle ſtalk'd in horrid Waſte, 
Was he not fierce as northern Blaſt, 
That ſplits the Mountain-Side ? 
But ſooth'd by ſweet returning Peace, 
Was he not mild as ſofteſt Breeze, 
That ſkims the Summer Tide? 


However 
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However daringly inclin'd, 
Not Courage in his princely Mind, 

Than Kindneſs more prevail'd ; 
Witneſs the many, yet alive, 
Who, thro' his Bounty, taught to thrive, 
lim Friend, and Maſter hail'd! 


Was there a Youth, who ſaw his Sire 

In the dread Walks of War expire, 
His Courſe of Glory done, 

The Hero took the Mourner's Part, 

And bade him, in his foſt'ring Heart 


Reſume the Name of Son. 


With wiſe Debate in Council ſkill'd, 
As with his Sword ith' Tented Field, 
One Object he purſu'd : 
With firm-built, patriotic Zeal, 
He labour'd for his Country's Weal, 
Her King and people's Good. 
| C 


If 


BW! 
If Party, Prejudice, or Pride, 
Awhile ſway'd frailer Minds afide, 
He ſtill remain'd unmov'd: 
Un-warping from his noble Aim, 
Since dear as Freedom, Lite, or F ame, 


His native Land he lov'd. 


Nor was he ſkill'd alone to rule, 

In Eloquence, or Battle's School, 
With Majeſty and Grace ; 

His gentle, his capacious Mind, 

By all the Feelings was refin'd, 
That poliſh human Race. 


When did the Hand of Induſtry, 
To his Munihcence apply, 


And want the Boon implor d? 


Or when, o'er wither'd Poverty, 
From . that warm Spring of Charity, 
Were niggard Bleſlings. pour'd ? 
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When 
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When has he ſeen, in Want's chill Shade, 
The drooping Bud of Genius fade, 
And chearleſs fall away ?— 
"Twas his, the pining Plant to rear, 
To bid its burſting Bloom appear, 
In all the Pride of Day. 


In ſoft Humanity's Employ, 

Has not the ſweet, the heart-felt Joy, 
Improv'd each native Grace ? 

And Friendſhip's Ardor from his Mind 

Beam'd forth, in Scorn to be confin'd, 
And glow'd upon his Face? 


Religious Truths the Muſe has told— 
"Thi un-erring Proofs, how well enroll'd 
In that freſh-ſtarting Tear! 
Not thine own AL LE can ſhew, 
His noble Breaſt brim-fill'd with Woe, 


A Witneſs more ſincere, 


Will 
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Will not each Friend's, each Servant's Eye, 


Each private Moan, each public Sigh, 


| This ſolemn Hour recall? 
It muſt 
| 


for oh! thy copious Heart, 
Will take a Share in ev'ry Smart, 


I Will feel and mourn for all. 


Mark what an aweful Sadneſs reigns 
O'er Winpsor's newly-widow'd Plains, 
That late ſo happy Ground! 
While Fans her Trump reluctant blows, 
Funereal MELancuory throws 
Her ſable Veil around. 


Here, fee a ſad Domeſtic trace 

(His Tears faſt-ſtreaming o'er his Face) 
The Grove, his Lord had paſt, 

« This was the Path, the fav'rite Way, 

« Where, with Delight, he wont to ſtray, 
« And here I faw him laſt.” 


T here, 
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There, by the Sweep of yonder Dale, 
A Troop of hopeleſs Mourners wail, 

And ſeek, whom they deplore . 
The Theme of all the drooping Throng 
Re-echoing from Tongue to Tongue, 


« Our MasTER is no more.“ 


The Artiſt, faithleſs to his 'Toil, 
Deſerting the half-finiſh'd Pile, 

Seems o'er the Work to pore: 
And mutters to the ſenſeleſs Stone, 
« The noble Poliſher is gone, 


«© My Patron is no more. | 


Know, vixruous Max, while thus my Muſe 
Her ſadly-pleaſing Taſk purſues, 
I feel my Boſom {mart ; 
* Tis not to Fancy I appeal 
For empty Words—alas !. I feel 
The Subject in my Heart. 
D 


Can 


„ 


Can we forget that ſignal Day, 
When every BRITIsH Heart was gay, 
And Rapture play'd around; 
When Order rul'd o'er'Anarehy, 
So charm'd was ev'ry Eye, to ſee 


A BRITISH MoNARCH crown'd ? 


What Time the Rovar YouTu-advanc'd, 
When Praiſe in circling Eddies danc'd, 
And gambol'd in the Wind, | 
A Vet'ran Patriot thus addreſt 
(Prophetic Rapture in his Breaſt) 
A Friend of noble Mind; 


* Obſerve yon bold, and comely Mien, 
« Where Dignity with Grace is ſeen, 
« And Awe with Mildneſs mix d 


Thou, who regard'ſt thy Country's Weal, 


Like that TRUE Hero's, be thy Zeal, 
* On Honour's Baſis fix d! | 


£ Should: 
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« Should, in ſuceeding Times, ariſe 

Park Fears, or ſquint-ey' d Jealouſies, 
« Or Malice hood-wink Truth 


Should it be poſſible, that Fate 
Will grant a Birth to foul Debate, 


6 Beneath s GOOD A YouTn, 


A 


ov 


N 


A 
A 


(For do but mark his honeſt Face 
« Poſt thou not ſee a choſen Place 
<« For ev'ry Virtue there? 
© Does he not ſeem by Hrav'n defign'd 
« To bleſs, and to adorn Mankind, 
« His People's Pride, and Care?) 


C 


* 


Thou ſhalt behold THAT uericnuT Man. 


« His Glories raiſe on VisTue's Plan, 


c Inflexible and bold | 
« 'Tho' half Baran Sons. deſert 
Their Parent's Cauſe, in his firm Heart 
« She'll find a laſting Hold.“ 


Glorious 
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Glorious Preſage 


well may the Cries 
Of univerſal Sorrow riſe, 


And pierce our wounded Shore: 


«© Our Country's Champion, Stay and Pride, 
« Our Freedom's Bulwark, Welfare's Guide, 


« Alas I—is now no more.“ 


Hark I—hark |—the Silver-Trumpets blow, | 


In full Proceſſion, mute, and flow, 


The Train of Mourners come ; 
Their final Duties to beſtow, 


The laſt, ſad Tribute of their Woe, 
And conſecrate the Tomb! 


Ah mel that noble, warlike Band! 
Who ſeem with Grief-un-nerved Hand 
A feeble Aid t'impart 


Fix'd are their gloomy Eyes - their Speech 
Choak'd in the ſtruggling Breaſt—while each 
Thus communes with his Heart. 


i | | C How 
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<* How filent lies the Chief !--how low! 
<< Whoſe kindling Spirits wont to glow 
« At the ſhrill Trumpet's Voice! 
Now, o'er the un- regarding Tomb, 
cc Th' Ear-piercing Fife - the thund' ring Drum — 


In vain its Pow'r employs. 


He's gone the Maſter of the Field! 
The central Gem of Honor's Shield! 
The Pride of Valor's Car! 
The Tyrant's Scourge | the Foe's Annoy | 
The brave Man's Friend |—the Soldier's Joy? 


THE FATHER oF THE War | 


Say thou, while o'er this Pomp of Grief, 
That waits the ſelf-en-nobled Chief, 
With aching Eyes we gaze, 
(Thy feeling Heart can well decide) 
Wherein conſiſts the Hero's Pride, 
His Triumph, and his Praiſe? 
E 


Not 
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Not that, before admiring Eyes, 


His earthly Part envelop'd lyes 
In Pomp, and Pageantry: 
But that the Virtuous, and the Good, | 
With Drops of Love, and Gratitude, 
Embalm his Memory. 


Not that the duteous, choral-Croud, 
In Strains exalted, clear, and loud, 
The pealing Anthem raiſe : 
But that from ardent Boſoms rife 
Millions of Bleſſings to the Skies — 
This, this is WILLIAu's Praiſe, 


How vain alas ! the coſtly State, 
| The waving Plume, the maſly Plate, 
| To blazon ſenſeleſs Clay! 
Yet, yet adorn the hallow'd Ground; 
Your brighteſt Trophies heap around, 
'Tis Glory's Debt ye pay. 
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Eiſt !—liſt |—their Tribute loud and large 
Embodied martial Ranks diſcharge ! 


Deep thro the cloiſter d Walls 
Hark ! how the vollied Ecchoes run |— 


While—from afar—the Minute-Gun 
Notes awful Intervals. 


Enough—the holy Rites are done— 
Clos'd is the cold, ſepulchral Stone, 
And huſh'd. the Houſe of De aru ;. 
Ceaſe now the Turbulence of Grief, 
In Contemplation ſeek Relief, 
In Piety, and Faith, 


Raiſe we, divinely rapt, our Eyes, 

Where the glad SpIRIT ſeeks the Skies, 
Unclog'd by mortal Senle ; 

And wings its Flight, I ween, approv'd, 

Endear'd, commended, and belov'd, 
Of Him, who ſnatch'd it hence. 


Perhaps, 
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Perhaps, mid TxuTH's diſtinguiſh'd Bands, 

In loud Acclaim, from AN dEL-HANDS 
Such Bleſſings he receives, 

Such Store of un-imagin'd Joys, 

As Grace piviNns alone ſuppl:es, 


And WorTH, LIkE His, atchieves. 


